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You “mow the rest—ths girl was easy,
‘L. se she Was so ignorant of her
1 . itage, and mothing prevented
1. .. ey from winning except that

V. got mad and decided to fight
i t knocked over the whole thing.”
. hey were outslde now, and the
lirst touch of the cool night alr, the
first glance up and down the noisy
street, brought Keith to himself, his
mind ready to grapple with the prob-
Jem of Hope's disappearance. It
seemed to him he had already looked
everywhere, yet there was nothing to
do except to continue the search, only
more systematically. The sheriff as-
sumed control—clear headed, and ac-
customed to that sort of thing—call
ing in Elickock and his deputies o
assist, and fairly combing the town
from one end to the other. Not a rat
could have slipped unobserved
through the net he dragged down that
Jdong street, or its intersecting alleys
—but it was without result; nowhere
was there found a trace of either the
gambler or his companion.
They dug into saloons,
dance-halls, searching back

bagnios,
rooms

reception, Bluff, emphatle, never
afrald to face a man in his life, his
heart now beat filercely as he endeav-
ored to muster the necessary cour-
age. Far down the dark street some
roysterer fired a shot, and sudden fear
lest he might be sought after profes-
sionally sent the doctor hurriedly
within, and up the stairs. He stood,
just outside her door, quaking llke a
child, the perspiration beading his
forehead, but a light streamed
through the transom, and he could
plainly hear movements within, At
last, in & sudden spasm of courage,
he knocked softly. Even In that noisy
spot she heard instantly, opening the
door without hesitation, and standing
fully dressed within. She was mno
longer a discouraged, sobblng girl,
but an aroused, Intent woman, into
whose pathetic, lonely life there had
come & new hopeShe appeared
younger, falrer, with the light shim-
mering in her hair and her eyes smil-

. Ing welcome.

and guestioning inmates; they routed |

out every occupant of the hotel, ln-
vaded boarding houses, and explored
shacks and tents, indifferent to the
protests of those disturbed—but with-
out result. They found several who
knew Hawley, others who had seen ‘the
-two together - passing by the lighted
~windows of the Trocadero, but beyond
]ht—nothing. Convinced, at last, that
the parties sought were not alive In
Sheridan, and bpeginning to fear the
worst, the senrchers separated, and
began spreading forth over the black
surrounding prairie, and by the light
of- lanterns seeking any semblance of
trail. There was no leck of volun-
teers for this work, but it was aay-
light before the slightest clue pre-
sented itself. Keith, with the sherif
and two or three others, had groped
thelr way cutward until, with the first
flush of dawn, they found themselves
at the opening of 2 small rocky ra-
vine, near the foot of “Boots HIIL"
Peering down Into Iits still shadowed
depths, they discerned what appeared
ke & body lying there motionlessa.
Kelth sprang down beslde It, and turo-
ed the rigid form over until the dead
face was revealed in the wan light—
it was that of the red moustached
Scott. He staggered back at the rec-
ognition, barely able to ejaculate;

“Here, Sheriff! This is one of Haw-
ley's men!"”

The sheriff was bending [(nstantly |

ahove the corpse, searching for the
truth.

“You know the fellow?”

*“Yes, his name was Bcott”™

“Well, he's been dead some hours,
at least six I shou!? say; shot just
above the eye, . and good Heaveas!
look bere, Keith, at the size of this
bullet wound; that's no man's gun in
this country—mno more than a ‘32" I'd
say.”

*Miss Waite had a small revolver.
She must have shot the fellow. But
why did they leave the body here to
be discovered?”

The sheriff arose to his feet, prowl

ing about in the brightening glow of
the dawn.
“They were in a hurry to get away,

and knew he wouldn't be found before |

morning. A six hours’ start means )
good deal. They did drag him back
out of sglght—look here, This was
where the strugglé took place, and
here 18 where the man fell,” tracing
it ot upon the ground. “The girl
put up a stiff fight, too—see where
‘they dragged her up the path. From
the footprints there must have heen
half a dosem $n the party. Get back
«wout of the way, Bims, while I follow
their trafl."”

It was plain enough, now they had
«daylight to assist them, and led around
the edge of the hill. A hundred feet
away they came to where horses had
been standing, the ‘trampled sod evl-
dencing they must have been tifere for
some conslderable time. - Keilth and
the sheriff circled out until the¥ final-
Iy struck the trail of the party, which
led forth southwest across the prairie.

“Sa&ven horses, one balng led light,”
sald the former. “That was Scott's,
probably.”

“That’'s the whole story,” replied
the sheriff. staridg off toward the
bare horizon, “and the cusses have at
least six hours the start with fresh
horses.” He turned around. “Well,
boys, that takes 'em out of my ballf-
wick, I reckon.
you will have to run that gang down.”"

CHAPTER XXXIL
Fairbain and Christie.

Dr. Fairbain had originally jolned
the searching party, fully as eager as
Kelth himself to run down the rene-
gade Hawley, but after an hour of re-
sultless effort, his entire thought shift-
ed to the woman they had left alone
at the hotel. He could not, as yet,
fully grasp the situation, but he re
malned loyal to tha one overpowering
truth that he loved Christie Maclalre,
Fairbain's nature was rough, orig-
inal, yet loyal te the core.
lived all his life long in army camps,
and upon the frontier, and his code
of honor was extremely simple.
neyer once occurred to him that Chris-
tle's profession was nof of the high-
«st, or that her life and astoclations
in any way unfitted her for the future.
To his mind she was the one and only
woman. His last memory of her, as
the little party of men filed out of
that room, haunted him .until he fin-
ally dropped out of the search and
drifted back toward the hotel

It was a late hour, yet it was hard-
1y likely the woman had retired. Her
excitement, her interest in the pursult,
would surely prevent that; moreover,
he was certain he saw a light still
purning in her room, as he looked up
from the black street below. Never-

Some of the rest of |

He had
| come to the hospital tent,

It |

| was sure to get his share.

“Oh, Doctor,” and her hands were
thrust out towards him, “l am glad
you have come. Somehow, [ thought
you would, and | have wanted so to
talk to some é6ne—to you."

“To me! Do you really mean that,
Misas Christie?" .

“Yes, 1 really mean that, you great
bear of a man,” and the girl laughed
lHghtly, dragging him into the room
and closing the door. ““Why, who else
could | expect to come to-night? Yoéu
were the only one really good to me.
You—you acted as if you belleved in
me all the time—"

“I did, Christle; you bet I did,”
broke in the delighted doctor, every
nerve tingling.: *“I'd 'a' cleaned out
that whole gang If you'd only sald

80, but I reckon now It was better to

let them tell all they knew. It was
like a thunder storm clearing the at-
mosphere.”

YOh, it was, indeed! Now I know
who [ am—who [ am! Isn't that sim-
ply glorious? 8it down, Doctor Falr-
bain, there in the big chalr where I
can see your face. I want to talk, talk,
talk; I want to ask gquestions, a thou-

‘sand guestions; but It wouldn't do any

good to ask them of you, would 1t?
You dom't know anything about my
family, do you?"

“Not very much, I am afraid, only
| that you have got an almighty pretty

half-aister,” admitted the man, em-
phatically, “and old Walte possesses
the vilest temper ever given a hu-
man being. He's no blood kin to you,
though.”

“No, but be 1s awfully good under- |

neath, lsn't he?"”

“Got & heart of pure gold,
Waite. Why, I've seen him cry like
& baby over one of his men that got
hurt."”

“Have you known him, then, for &
long while?”

“Ever since the Spring of "61. I
was brigaded with him all through the
war, and had to cut a bullet or so
out of his hide before it ended.
there was ever a fight, Willls Waite
He could
swear some then, but he's Improved
slnce, and 1 reckon now he could llke-
Iy claim the champlionship.”

“Did—dld you know my mother
also?” and Christle leaned forward,
her eyes suddenly grown misty. *I
haven't even the slightest memory
of her.”

The doctor’s heart was tender, and
he was swift to respond, reaching
forth and grasping the hand nearest
him. He had made love before, yet
somehow this was different; he felt
half afrald of this woman, and It was

a new sensation altogetber, and not |

unpleasant.

“I saw her often enough In those
days, but not silnce. She was frequent-
ly in ecamp, a very sweet-faced wom-
an; you have her eyes and halr, as*l
remember. Walte ought to have rec-

“You Know What |
Love You.”

ognized, you at first sight. By Heav-
ens! that was what made me so in-
fernally mad, the mulish obstinacy of
the old fool. Your mother used to
too: one
of the best nurses ] ever saw. I
thought she was a beauty then, but
she's some older by this time,” he
paused regretfully. "“You see, I'm no

| spring chicken, mysell.”

theless he hesitated, uncertain of his |

Her eves were upon his face, &
slight flush showing In either cheek,
and she made no effort to withdraw
her Imprisoned hand.

“You are just a nice age,” with firm
conviction. “Boys are tiresome, and
I think a little gray in the hair i{s an
improvement. Oh, ¥you mustn't im-

agine I say this just to please you—I |

have always thought so, since—well,
since 1 grew up. Besldes, flecshy mean
generally look young, because they
are so good natured, perhaps. How
old are you, Doctor?”

“It isn‘t the gray halrs [ mind, eith-

old |

It |

Mean—That | |

er,” he admitted hesitatingly, “but I'm
too darned bald-headed. Oh, I aint
80 old, for I was only thirty-five when
the war broke out. I was so thin
then I could hardly cast a shadow.
I've changed some since,” casting his
eyes admiringly downward, “and got
quite a figure. 1 was forty-three last
month.”

“That Isn’t old; that's just right.”

“I've been afraid you looked on me
a8 being an old fogy!"™

“I should say not” Indignantly.
“Why should you ever think that?"

“Well, there were so
fellows hanging about.”

“Who?"

“Oh, Keith, and Hawley, aud that
bunch of officers from the fort; you
never had any time to give me.”

She laughed again, her fingers tight-
ening in thelr clasp on his hand.

“Why, how foolish; Hawley is older
than you are, and I was only playing
leth Keith. Surely you must know
that now. And as to the officers, they
were just fun. You see, in my profes
slon, one has to be awfully nice to
everybody.”

“But didn't you really care for Haw-
ley?" he Insisted, hluntly probing for
tacts.

“He—he interested me,” admitted
| the girl, hesitatingly, her eyes dark-
| ening with sudden anger. “He lled

lieved any one who came with such a
story. Oh, Dr. Falrbain,” and she
clung to him now eagerly, “you can-
not realize how hungry I have been
for what he brought me. I wanted so
to know the truth of my birth. Oh, I
hated this life!” She flung her dis-
| engaged hand into the alr, with a ges-
ture expressive of disgust. *“I was
crazy to get away from it. That was
what made the man look good to me
—he—he promised so much. You will
believe me, won't you? Oh, you must;
I am golng to make you. [ em =a
slonger in music halls; I was brought
up to that Hfe from a Httle girl, and
of course, I know what you Western
men think of us as a class. Hawley
showed it in his whole manner to-
{ ward me, and I resented it; just for
that, deep down In my heart, I hated
yhim. | know it now, mow that [ real-
Iy’ understand his purpose;: but some
way, when I was with him he seemed
to fascinate me. to make me do just
as he willed. But you have never
been that way; you—you have acted
as though I was somebody—somebody
nice, and not just a music-hall singer.
Perhaps it's just your way, and may-
be, deep down you don't think I'm any

better than the other do, but—but 1 |

want you to think I am, and T am
' going to tell you the truth, and you
must belleve me—I am a good girl."”

| “Great God! of course you are,”™
, he blurted out. "Don't you suppose
|1 know? That isn't what has been

bothering me, lassie. Why, I'd ‘a’
| fought any buck who'd 'a’ sneered at
| You. What I wanted to know was,
| whether or mnot you really cared for

any of those duffers. Can you tell me
! that, Christie?"

She lifted her eyes to his face, her
lips parted. :
|  *“I can answer anything you ask™
1 “And you do not care for themT*

“No."

He drew his breath sharply, his
round face rosy. 1

“Then you have got to listen to me,
for I'm deadly in earnest. I'm an old,
rough, bald-headed [fool that don’t
know much about women—l‘never
thought before I'd ever want to—but
you can bet on one thing, I'm square.
Anybody In this town will tell you
I'm square, They'll tell you that
| whatever | says goes. ['ve never run
| ‘around much with women; somehow

I never exactly liked the kind ['ve
| come up against, and maybe they did-

n't feel any particular interest in me.

I didn't cut much shine as a ladies’
| man, but, I reckon now, it's only be-
' eause the right one hadn’t happened
along. She is here now, though, all
right, and I knew It the very first time
I set eyes on her. Oh, you roped and
tied me all right the first throw. May-
be I did get you and that half-sister
mixed up a bit, but just the same you
| were the one I really wanted. Hope's
| all right; she's a mighty fine girl, but
| you are the one for me, Christie
| Could you—could you care for such &

duffer as [ am?”

Her lips were smililng end so wers
her eyes, but it was a pleading smile.
| “I—I don't think it would be so
| wery hard,” she admitied, “not if you
| really wanted me to.”
|  “You know what I mean—that I love
vou—wigh you to be my wife?"”
| *“I supposed that was it—that—that
you wanted me.”
“Yes, and—and you will love?™
Her head dropped slowly, so slowly
he did not realize the significance of
| the actlpn until her lps touched his
| hand.

many young

| outstretched,

you suppose he can want of her? How |

do you imagine he ever got her to
go with him? She isn't that sort of &
"rl."

She shook her head, shivering a lit-
tle.

“He must have mistaken her for
me—perhaps has not even yet discov-
ered his mistake., But what it all
means, or how he gained her consent
to go with him, I cannot conceive.”

She stood with hands clasped, star
Ing out of the window.

“There is a little light showing al-
ready,” she exclalmed, pointing. *“See,
yonder. Oh, I trust they will find her
alive, and unburt. That man, I be
lieve, Is capable of any crime. But
couldn’t you be of some help? Why
ghould you remain here with me? I
am in no danger.”

“You really wish me to go, Chris-
tie?”

“Not that way—not that way,” and
she turned impulsively, with hands
“Of course I want you
here with me, but I want you to help
bring Hope back.”

He drew her to him, supremaly hap-
py now, every feeling of embarrass-
ment lost In complete certainty of pos-
session,

“And [ will”

he said solemnly.

| “Wherever they may have gone I shall

and I believed him—I would have be- |

follow. I am golng now, dear, and

| when I come back you'll be glad to see
| me?™

I
l

F
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|
|

|
1

‘“*Shaill 17" her eyes uplifted to his
own, and swimming In tears. “I will
be the happiest girl in all the world, 1
reckon.
been!

What a wonderful night! It

has given me & name, a mother, and

the man I love.”

He kissed her, not in passion, but
in simple tenderness, and as he turned |
| away she sank upon her knees at the
, Window, with head bowed upon the

gill. At the door he paused and
looked back, and she turned =and
smiled at him. Then he went out, |
and she knelt there sllently, gazing
forth into the dawn, her eyes blurred
with tears—facing & new day.and a
pew life.

CHAPTER XXXIII.
o |
Following the Trail.

The withdrawal of the sheriff mere-
ly stimulated Keith to greater activity.
It was clearly evident the fugitives
were endeavoring with all rapldity
possible te get beyond where the hand
of law could reach them—their trail |
striking directly across the plains Into
the barren southwest was proof of this
purpose.w Yet It was scarcely likely
they would proceed very far in that

| direction, as such a course would

! bring them straight into the heart of |

| Hawley should

the Indian country, Into greater dan-
ger than that from which they fled. |
Kelith felt no doubt that Hawley In- |
tended making for Carson City, where
bhe could securely hide the girl, and |
where he possessed friends to rally
to his defence, even an influence over |
the officers of the law. The one thing |
which puzzled him most was the
man's object in attempting so desper-
&te a venture., Did he know his pris-
oner was Hope Waite? or did he still
suppose he was running off with Chris-
tie Maclaire? Could some rumor of
Walte's appeal to the courts have
reached the gambler, frightened him,
and caused him to attempt this des- |
perate effort at escape? and did he
bear Miss Maclalre with him, hoping
to keep her safely concealed untdl |
he was better prepared to come out Im |
open fight? If this was the actual
state of affairs then it would account
for much otherwise hard to explain.
The actresa would probably not have |
been missed, or, at least, serlously |
sought after, until she falled to ap- |
pear at the theater the following even- |
fng. This delay would give the !.'u—l
gitives a start of twenty hours, or |
even more, and practically murti
their safety. Besides, in the light of |
Walte's applicatlon to the sheriff for |
assistance, it was comparatively easy |
to concelve of a valld reason why |
vanish, and desire,
lkewise, to take Miss Maclalre with

. him. But there was no apparent oc-

! easion for his forecible abduction of

Hope, Of course, he might have done |
s0 from & suddenly aroused fit of an- |
ger at some discovery the girl nad‘
made, yet everything pointed rather
to a dellberate plan. Both horses and |
men were certainly walting there un- |
der orders, Hawley's adherents In |
charge, and every arrangement per-
fected In advance. Clearly enough |
the gambler had planned It all out |
before he ever went to the Troca-
dera—no doubt the completion of

| these final arrangements was what de-

| layed his appearance at the hotel.

Ir

| this was all true, then it must have
| been Christie, and not Hope, he pur-

“l do,” she smd;. “you are the best |

man in the world.”
Fairbain could not move, could not

seem to realize what it all meant. The |

outcome had been so sudden, so sur-
| prising, that all power of expression
deserted him. In bewllderment he
lifted her face and looked Into bher
| eyes. Perhaps she reallzed—with the
swift intuition of a clever woman—
the man's perplexity, for instantly she
led his mind to other things.

“But let us not talk of ourselves
any more, tonight. There'is so much
| I wish to know; so much that ought
| to be done.” She sprang to her feet.
| “Why, it is almost shameful for us to
stay here, selfishly happy, while oth-
ers are in such trouble. Have they
| discovered 'Hope?"
| *“No; we scoured the whole town
| and found no trace. Now they are out-
side on the pralrie, but there can be
little chance of their picking up a
| trall before daylight.”

“And Hawley?"
“He has wvanished =also; without
, doubt they are together. What do

posed bearing away with him, and the
latter was merely a victim of her mas-
querade.

What would result when the man
discovered his mistake? Such a dis-
covery could not be delayed long, al-
though the girl was quick-witted, and
would surely realize that her personal
safety depended upon keeping up the
deception to the last possible moment
Yet the discovery must finally ocecur,
and there was no guessing what form
Hawlev's rage would assume when he

found himself bafled, and all his
plans for a fortune overturned. Keith
fully realized Hope's peril, and his

own helplessness to serve her In this
emergency was agony. As they bhur-
riled back to the town, he brilefly re-
viewed these conclusions with Walte
and Falrbaln, all allke agreelng there
was nothing remaining for them to do
except to take up the trail, The fugl-
tives had already gained too great an
advantage to be overhauled, but they
might be traced to whatever polnt
they were heading for. In spite of the
gtart being so far to the west, Kelth
was firmly convinced that thelr destin-
ation would prove to be Carson City. |

’r!dars had bunched together, their

Oh, what a night this has

| —the only one shod in the bunch—

Procuring horses at the corral. their
‘orces augmented by two volunteers—
Yoth men of experience—Keith, Walte,
|FnJrhain and Neb departed without

delay, not even pausing to eat but
taking the necessary food with them.
The sun had barely risen when they
took up the trail, Keith, and a man
named Bristoe, slightly In advance,
| thelr keen eyes marking eyvery slight
elgn left for guidance across the bare
plain. It was a comparatively easy
trail to follow, leading directly into
- the southwest, the pony tracks cutting
| into the sod as though the reckless

horses trotting rapldly. Evidently no
| attempt had been made at conceal-
ment, and this served to convince the
| pursuers that Hawley still belleved
his captive. to be Miss Maclalire, and
that her disappearance would not be
| suspected untll after mnightfall. In
' that case the trall could not be dis-

othars intend to keep farther west,
where they won't be seen. What do
¥ou say, Ben?"

“Thet's the way it looms up ter me,
Cap; most likely 'twas the boss him-
self.”

“Well, whoever it was, the girl 18
still with the others, and their trail
iz the easlest to follow. Wae'll keep
after them "

‘Ifbey were upon the trail again with
the first dimness of the gray dawn,
wading the waters of the Fork, and
striking forth across the dull level of
brown pralrie and white alkall to-
ward the Arkansas. They saw nothing
all day moving in that wide vista
about them, but rode steadily, scarce-
ly exchanging =a word, determined,
grim, never awerving & yard from the
faint trail. The pursued were moving
slower, hampered, no doubt, by their
lame horse, but were still well in ad-

| covered before the following morn-
| ing, and with such a start, pursuilt
would be useless. Tireless, steadily,
| scarcely speaking except upon the
business in hand, the pursuers pressed
forward at an easy trot, Keith, in spite
of Intense anxiety, with the remem-
brance of old cavalry days to gulde

! Keith Bent Over to Study the Traocks. |

him, insisting upon sparing the horses
as much as possible. This was to be
a stern chase and a long one, and it
was impossible to tell when they could
procure remounts. The constant swery-
ing of the trall westward seemed to
shatter his earlier theory, and,
brought him greater uneasineas. Fin-
ally he spoke of it to the old plains-
man beside him.

“What do you suppose those fellows [
are heading so far west for, Ben?
They are taking a big risk of running
into hostiles.”

“Oh, I don't know,” returned the
other gravely, lifting his eyes to the |
far-off sky line. *1 reckon from the
news thet come in last night from |
Hays, thar ain't no Injuns a rangin®
thet way Jist now. They're too blame
busy out on the Arickares. Maybe |
them fellers heerd the same story, an’
thet's what makes 'ém so bold.”

“What story? [I've heard nothing.™

“Why, it's llke this, Cap.” drawling
out the words, “leastways, thet's how
it come {inter Sheridan; ‘Sandy’ For- |
sythe an' his outfit, mostly plainsmen,
started a while ago across Solomon
River an' down Beaver Crick, headin’
fer Fort Wallace. Over on the Aricka-
ree, the whole damnped Injun outfit
jumped ‘em. From all I heerd, thar
must a bin nigh onto three thousan’ '
o' the varmints, droppin’ on em all at |
oncet, hell-bent-fer-electlon, with ol |
Roman Nose a leadin’ 'em. It was |
shore a good fight, fer the scouts got |
onto an Island an’ stopped the bucks. |
Two of the fellers got through to=
Wallace yist'day, an' a courler brought
the news in ter Hays. The Injuns had
them boys cooped up thar fer eight
days before them fellers got out, an" I
reckon it'll be two or three days more
‘fore the nigger sogera they sent out |
ter help ever git thar. So thar won't
be no Injuns 'long this route we're
travelin’, fer the whele kit an' oca-

| boodle are up thar yit after ‘Bandy.'™ |
|

“And you suppose Hawley knew
about this?"

“Why not, Cap? He weas hangin’ |
‘round till after ten o'clock las’ night,
an' it was all over town by then.
‘Tain’t llkely he’s got an outfit ‘long
with him thet's lost any Injuns. 1
don’'t know whar they're bound, no
mor'n you do, but I reckon they're
reasonably sure they've got a clar
road."

They pulled up on the banks of a
emall stream to water thelr horses,
and ate bhastily. The trail led di-
rectly across, and with only the slight-
est possible delay they forded the
shallow water, and mounted the op-
posite bank. A hundred yards farther
on Bristoe relned up suddenly, point-
fng down at the trail,

“One hoss left the bunch here,” he
declared positively. Keith swung him-
self out of the saddle, and bent over
to study the tracks. There was no |
doubting the evidence—a single horse

with & rider on its back, judging from
the deep imprint of the hoofs, had
swerved sharply to_t.he left: of the
main body, heading directly Into the
southeast. The plainsman ran for
ward for a hundred yards to assure
himself the man had not circled back;
at that point the animal had been
spurred Into a lope. Keith rejoined
the others.

“Must have been sabout daylight
they reached here,” he sald, plcking
up his dangling rein, and looking into
the guestioning faces about him. “The
fellow that rode out yonder alone was
beading stralght toward Carson City.
He is going for fresh horses, I figure
it, and will rejoin the bunch some
place &N o0 Arkanzas. 1

L
L

| reeling giddily In the saddle,

{ that Keith would naturally

| search for Christle Maclaire.

| belng led.

vance. Moreover, the strain of the
saddle was already beginning to tell
severely on Walite, weakened somewhat
by years, and the pursuers wers com-
pelled to halt oftener on his account
The end of the second day found them
approaching the broken land border-
Ing the Arkansas valley, and just be-
fore nightfall they plcked up a lame
horse, evidently dlscarded by the
party ahead.

By this time Kelth had reached &
definite decision as to his course. If
the fugltives received a fresh relay
of horses down there somewhere, and
crossed the Arkansas, he feit positive-
ly sure as to their destination. But It
would be useless pushing on alter

| them In the present shape of his party

—thelr horses worn out, and Walts
If Haw-
ley's outfit crossed the upper ford, to-
-ward which they were evidently head-
Ing, and struck through the sand hills,
then they were making for the refuge
of that lone cabln on Salt Fork

| Should this prove true, then it was
. probable the gambler had not even

yet discovered the ldentity of Hope,

| for if he had, he would scarcely ven-

ture upon taking her there, knowing
suspect
the spot. But Kelth would not be like-
I¥ to personally take up the trall In
It must
have been Hawley then who had Jert
the party and ridden east, and up to
that time be had not found out hls
mistake. Yet If he brought out the
fresh animals the chances were Cthat
Hope's Ildentity would be revealed.
Bristoe, who had turned aside to ex-
amine the straying horse, came trot-
ting up.

“Belonged to - their outfit all right,
Cap,” he reported, “carries the double

| cross brand and that shebang Is

upon the Smokey; saddle galls still
bleeding.”

Walte was now suffering so scute-

| ly they were obliged to halt before

gaining sight of the river, finding, for-
tunately, a water-hole fed by a spring.

. As soon as the sick man could be

made comfortable, Kelth gave to the
others his concluslons, and listened to

| what they had to say. Bristoe favor-

ed clinging to the trall, even though
they must travel slowly, but Fairbaln
insisted that Walte must be taken to
some town where he could be given
necessary cere. Kelth finally decided
the matter.

*“None can be more anxious to reach
those fellows that I am,"” he declared,
“but ! know that country out south,
and we'll never get through to the
Salt Fork without fresh horses. Be-
sldes, as the doctor says, we've got to
take care of Walte, If we find things
as [ expect we'll ride for Carson City,
and re-outfit there. What's more, we
won't lost much time—Iit's a shorter
ride from there to the cabin than from
here.”

By morning the General was able to
sit his saddle again, and leaving him
with Neb to follow slowly, the others
spurred forward, discovered an outlet
through the bluff into the valley, and
crossed the Santa Fe Trall. It was
not eaay to discover where those Ia
advance had passed this point, but
they found evidence of a late camp In
a little grove of cottonwoods beside
the river. There ware traces of Lwo
trafls lsading to the spot, one being
‘that of the same five horses they had
been following so long, the other not
so easily read, as it had been trav-
ersed In both directions, the different
hoof marks obliterating each other
Bristoe, creeplng about on hands nd

knees, studied the signs with the eyea
of an Indian.

“You kin see the difffrence yere
whar the ground s soft, Cap,” he sald,
pointing to some tracks plainer than
the othera. “This yere hoss had &
rider, but the rest of 'em was led;
thet's why they've bungled up ther
trafl so. Arn' it wa'n’t ther same

| bunch thet went back east what coms

from thar—see thet split hoof! thar
ain't no split hoof p’inting ther other
way—but yere is the mark of the crit-
ter thet puts her foot down so fur
outside thet we've been a trailin' from
Sherldan, an’' she's p'inting east, an’
Now, let's see whar the
bunch went from yere with thet split
boof.”

This was not so easlly accom-
plished owing to the nature of the
ground, but at last the gearchers
stumbled onto tracks close in under
the bank, and one of these revealed
the split hoof.

“That makes It clear, Ben,™ ex-
claimed Keith, decidedly, staring out
acroes the river at the white sand-
hille. “They have kept on the edge of
the water, making for the ford, which
I8 yonder at the bend. They are out
in the sand desert by this time riding
for the Salt Fork. Whoever he was,
the fellow brought them five horses,
and the flve old cnes were taken east
again on the trail. The ‘;rl is still
with the party, and we'll gb into M
son City and reoutfit.”

To be continued,




